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stayed. She let John go, and he, as though
driven by a sort of wild fury, uttering little sobs,
his eyes staring, ran past them all down the
stairs.

' What is this?' Francis asked.

Judith had once heard him described by
one of the ladies of the neighbourhood as * a
pleasant gentlemanlike man/ He had, she
thought, never deserved the description less than
at this moment. To speak in the terms of the
author of The Italian, he was * cold fury nobly
seething/ Mrs. Ponder felt this, and for once
in her courageous life was alarmed.

* Not at all, sir.    Nothing, I mean.    Master
John has been disobedient/

He moved towards her as though he would
strike her. Judith remembered that she had
once done the same. Mrs. Ponder appeared to
have that effect on her critics.

He drew up and, looking at her as though she
should, were he magician enough, change into a
rat at his feet, said:

* You will leave this house within the morning/
And she, recovering some of her confidence,

answered,  as   once   before   she   had   answered
Judith:

* That is for my mistress to say, sir/

It happened then (for this landing was as
public a place as that generally chosen in the
theatre for intimate confidences) that Jennifer
came from her room, looking very lovely in some
loose garment of a rosy shade and a white cap
with rosy ribbons covering her dark hair.